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: Hr, happy the life of man paſſes, 


4 
* 


If poſſeſs d of good “ toggs, and addreſs ; p 4 . 


Nomnſe, if much wealth he amaſſes; 


'To eat and to drink all will preſs. 3. 
When rigg'd fore and aft, in good ſtyle, 4 = 
Dcbonnair, through the crowd as they glide, A 
Rich and proud will ſalute with a ſmile, *© * * mn 
And the fair lex will ogle beſide.- WE 
CHORUS, \:, i 
8 4 
Then ne'er let us wrangle for riches; *. 1 k 
Like /ife, to our frames 'tis but lent. | E 
Let miſers hoarg pelf till lite ceafes, 
Sound hearts will inſure us content. , 
Then change but the ſcene, and diſpenſe, _ | 
For a while, to ſhake hands with diſtreſs; _ - 
Tho” ſtamp'd with much learning and ſenſe, 8 I 
Like contagion you're ſnun'd and deteſt. 444 
From which 1 this inference will draw. » $1 
That taylors and barbers make men; | . 
Out of + twigg you've neither judgment or law., i 
And your old friends your face will not ken. 2 
A phraſe much uſed in this Town for good 
cloaths. . „ 723 , 
+ To be out at elbows, and otherwiſe ragged. A K 
practiſe amongſt well dreſſed ſharps ; after having 
committed ſome act of depredation, they put on a rags 
ged coat, &c. to ayoid detection, which they calf, 5 G 
being out of Twigg. * | PN. 
. Ach Cn, 
tote . * „ 
E 


cnoaus. 


Such not envy or wrangle for riches ; 3 
Like life, to our frames 'tis but nt, 
Let miſers hoard pelf till life ceaſes, 
Sound hearts will inſure us content, 


3.2 AMUSEMENTS AT PARIS, 


TouxntE—DERRY DOWN. 
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SSEMBLED at Paris the King- Killing crew, 
As they ſat in debate, nought but murder in view, 
Dumourier bellow'd forth, from the ſubject digreſſing, 
Ill let you a ſtake, my boys, worth your polieſiing.” 


Our invincible legions no longer will boaſt, 

And but wait a fair wind to ſet ail from our coaſt ; 

To Holland and England they're a-ſtin'd to go, 

Where they'll ſoon have the honour to conquer, you 
x. | 


In Holland I mean firſt to dine int; to has 

By the ſnitch * catch the Stadibolder when o'er my 
cups, 

Then to England r U ſteer, fluſh'd with glory and 
wealth, 


To bore the roaſt beef and to pocket the pelf, 


7 ve order d my legions i in London to wait, 
Till poſſeſs'd of Northumberland' s princely eſtate, 
His palace, with all his adornments fo grand, 


. Where I mean to reſide whilſt I ftay in that land, 


4 


* By che noſc, 


du 


ay 
d 


Fach ſtake was approv'd, away flew the dice, 


And Burlington Houſe ſtrait was won by his brother. 


Robe, pierre now ſtak'd that which belongs to our Queen, 


Where Dumourier play'd high, for he loſt at one throw. 5 
Ihe whole ſcite of Pall Ma! „ beſides Cleyeland Rows Wo 


| How this King-killing legion abule the 2 time. 27 


This beautiful manſion, dear Pethjon, I've chalby... 2385 2 
To ſtake againſt any one you may propoſe - t 
*T'is done, quoth arch Pethion, I like your deſign. 
And ſtake Bedford's tor that, when I'm there t * 

be mine. 


Dumourier, who bluſter'd, was beat in a trice, 
Enrag'd to be foil'd thus; he fet up another, 


But if was rejected, as being too mean: 
Saint James's was mention'd, but Tom Paine reply", 
"Tis fat for a egg but no one beſide. 


Dumourier now ſet up the Mayor's Houſe i in the city; 

When Tom Paine, who was tam'd *bove the reſt to bg 
witty, 

Cry'd out, *tis unfit for a perſon of rank ; 

A fig tor your dungeon, here goes for the Bank, 


Now this ſtak'd the Tower, that the Houſe of Exciſe, 

To which with a laugh fly Pethion replies, 

Your Exciſe you may ſtake if you pleaſe, my deap 
blade, 

But 'tis not worth a fart in a land without trade, 


This none ai d, nay they own'd it was witty, 
And ſtrait turn'd their game to the court from the city; 
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Thus every fair manſion that ſtands near our Court 
With the names of their owners, afforded them 1 
But let me what firſt I propos'd put in rhyme, 


E | 

80 high ran debates, they had gone by the ears, 
But that inſtant came in a lean pair of couriers, 
Declaring that Britain, with hearts truly /oyal, 
Were equip'd on the ſcas to protect the, blood Royal, 


May theſe Taylors and Bay hers, Staymakers and Snobs, 
Be food for fierce Cerberus, the triple-headel| dog : 
May the Lion of Britain theſe bloodhounds ſoon quell, 
And drive the Convention | to the confines of hell. 
Derry own, &c. 


CHARLOTTE DILLON, 
WITH EXPLANATORY NOTES, 
TUNE—VICAR or BRAY. 


JN Charlotte * Dillon's merry days, 
To get drunk ſhe thought no harm in t j 
Attach'd to whores, by them made gay, 
By whores ſhe got preterment, 
Jo fleece her ouehs long time had us'd, 
Sure the devil her anointed, 
And thoſe the damn'd who did refule | 
1 lie liquor ſhe appointed, 


Cuokus. 


*Tis true, I ſwear, ſhe lov'd ſtrong bub, 
| have oft heard many ſay, Sir, 

Oi brandy, rum, of gin and ſhruh, 
She'd drink a gallon a day, Sir. 


—— * — 
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" Dillon lived a at tlie Blakeney* 8 8 an infamous 


' brothel 1 in Bow rect, next door to Six john Fielding” 8. 


Difturb'd 


LAG 


1 
Diſturb'd was Juſtice * John full oft, 
With threats he had ſhook her dome, Sirs, 
But findivg Dillon's heart grow ſoft, 
His rage to luſt was grown, Sirs. 
One morning, tull of rich Tokay, 
As jogging ſnug home to bed, Sir, 


The check ſiring pull” d, with— stop, John, ſtay, 
'To Dillon I will be Jed; Sir. 


CHORUS. 


And this is true, I will maintain 
Until my dying day, Sir, 

That Juſtice John could not refrain, 
With Dillon would ſport and play, Sir, 


Then Will + the tippling Juſtice came, 
A Bacchanalian true, vir, 
With Bardolf noſe, red as a flame, 
Let us give muzzy Will his due, Sir: 
To a bagnio reels with a went 
Nor fears Intoxication. 
His conduct oft upon the Bench 
Calls loud for reprehenſion. 


Eno 


And this is true, I will maintain 

Until my dying day, Sir, 
Tippling Will wom Juſt can't refrain, | 
And gets muzz both night and 27, Sir. 


Sir John Fic ding, who was deaf as welt as blind 
to ſcenes of iniquity, and is ſuppoled to have taken his 
tee in tail, 


+ An addle-headed magiſtrate who preſddes! in Weſt., 15 
minſter, remarkable for ſobri ety and the auen of nie, 
decilions. N 


| = 4 
When Whitehead's * quean the Blakeney took, 
It was ſtill a drunken ſtory, | 
They {wore, got drunk, all ſhame forſow:, 
| And chaunted tales of bawdy ; 
1/3 Brimtull of gin, the neighbours round 
JDiiſturb'd by their orations, 
, To Juſtice flew with looks profound 
To ſeek for reparation. of 


CHORUS. 


*Tis true, I ſwear, they lov'd ſtrong bub, 
Faith the neighbours round would ſay, Sir, 

Of brandy, rum, of gin and ſhrub, _ 
They'd drink a gallon a day, Sir. 


Then Juſtice + Wrong became a Knight, 
And took this reſolution, | 
To wink at crimes, take black for white, 
A fig for the Conſtitution. 
He ſanction'd the Socratic breed, 
So fam'd in ancient ſtory 
If rightly feed, for rogues would plead, 
And bawds, whores, and pimps may glory. 


CHORUSe.: 


And this is true, I will maintain 
Until my dying day, Sir, 


POR . 2 
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„Once a hatter in New-ſtreet, who, with Mrs. 
Gardner, a celebrated demi-rep, ſucceeded Dillon. 


11/9 + An immaculate magiſtrate, who refuſed to take 
„ * the oathof a gentleman exhibited againſt Ld O- —e 
tor ſodomitical practices. 


4 


W 
Hs“ ſtolen chain, and O—— + flame, 
Will bear witneſs to my lay, Sir. | 


Of all the line of Bow-ſtreet Knights, 
Sir John did them all excell, Sir, 
Tho' dark his fight, his ideas bright, 
Chicane could detect full well, Sir. 
Tho' evil minds have ſtrove this page 
From fame's bright ſcroll to ſever, 
In truth's bright frame, tho' parties rage, 
His name is enroll'd for ever. 


CHORUS, 


To juſtice ſtrict was John's delight, 
Let whore, rogue, or lord declaim, Sir, 
No giant's might could John affright, | 
A child would his right obtain, Sir. 


k 


* *Tis a well known fact that the magiſtrate alluded 
to, having Miſs Weſt the celebrated knuckler in cuſ- 
tody, liberated her on his receiving a gold watch chain, 
which he wore, was challenged with by the party 
robbed, and taken to a Police office in Weſtminſter ; 
but his brethren in that quarter, having no more in- 
tegrity than himſelf, prevented this iniquitous buſineſs 
meeting the public eye in a manner it ought to have 
done, „„ 1 | 
+ L—-d O——e, whoſe attachment to the Funda- 
mental Baſe compelled him to leave this kingdom to 
avoid a proſecution, 
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THE FLASHY BLOWING. 
AIR—THE ROLLING KIDDY. 


THE girls flock up to Town, inflam'd by areſs and 
flatte 


No place there i is like London, to ſpoil them from 22 


country. 
To raiſe the needful wanting, her body hacks to 
letcherous frigs. 


And a— and c— each night diſplays to bullies, gamb= 


lers, ſcamps, and prigs. 
This is the way to be a Flaſhy Blowing O. 
'The kiddies will admire her, and lwear ſhe- is the 
daandy O. 


She learns the lift * and dobbin I rig, is up to every 
fencing ken, 


And every darky prads the town, her caſe well lin'd 


with ſhrub and gin; 
Whenc'er the meets a flat to an alley ſcuds and tips the 
wink, 
One hand's employ'd to heave the log, the other bones 
your tick or chink. 
This is tlie way, &c. 


Like her new acquaintance a flaſh man now muſt grace 
lier train, 

Who nightly prads with ma'm her round, and ſtands 
the bulk to all ſhe gains. 


1 L 5 9 
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*The lift, robbing ſhops cider: the pretence of 
buying goods. 


+ Stealing ribbon by various pretences. 
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E 
But if by the Police trapp'd, to Tothill Downs they 
him convey, . 
Then Juſtice Bond with judgment keen predicts his 
trip to Botany Bay. 
This is the way to be a Flaſhy Kiddy O, | 
The Blowings will admire him, and (wear he is the 


tippy 0. 


Now: callous grown to ſage advice, by all pronounc'd 
a rotten frow, 


To get careen'd to the Lock ſhe runs, or elle to Guy's. 


aſylum goes, 


Where ſhrieks and cries and doleful fi hs are ſounds 


that oft aflail the ear, 


And victims dire do here expire, and youthful bloom 


check'd in career. 

Thele are the abodes of many a Flaſhy Blowing Oz | 

Like flowers gay _ bloom to=clay, but now no 
more the dandy O 


The F cather'd * Deity here claims their nightly ado- 
ration, 


And lotions nauſeous here imbibe, with copious ſtrong 


otations; 
But Nature's frame ſo finely wove ſoon yields to diſ- 
ſolution, 


And Luce cnce fair dies in deſpair, here ends her 


proſtitution, 
This is the exit of many a Flaſhy Blowing Q,, -i& 
Like flowers gay they have had their day, to-mor- 
row's cloſe is poignant woe. | 
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The application of mercury. 


TUNIT UNWELCOME VISITOR. 


Alx - BOW wow. 


you all no doubt have heard a famous 8 cho- 
rus'd Bow wow, 

A theme to truly pleaſing I rates the Muſe to teach 
me how. 

Take the will for the deed, I'm no great hand at 
rhyming, 

My efforts are to pleaſe, you "1 excuſe the errors in 
chiming. 


Attend, Sirs, awhile to a fact that I will now relate, 

Ot George s holy family, and Charlotte his loving 
mate. a 

Grace ſaid, they ſat down to grub with attention molt 

profound, Sir, 

On Betſey's plate a monſter moſt hideous was found, 

: Sir. 


Betſey being much alarm'd call'd loudly on Papa, Sir, 

The pretty lambs affrighted ftuck clole to Manna, 
„ | 

Poor Geor ge was planet · ſtruck, ſtood as fix'd to the 
centre, 

And fear'd to move or ſpeak till ſome 9 ſhould 

aten, 


The domeſtics all alarm'd at this ſtrange conſternation, 
Flew with ſpeed to the chamber, each making an ora- 
tion, 


George, Charlotte and Betſey, with ſlaveys out of 
number, 


Were all group'd together, ſtzuck with panic fear and 


ond er. 
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Now George acquir'd courage, as this num'rous herd 
drew near, Sir, 

And ſurveying well the monſter, that caus'd this dread 
and tear, Sir, 

A whiſper went about, and George whiſper'd Spouſy, 

Dear Charlotte, I much fear that our lovely Bet 1s 


louly. 


A Council was call'd on this important e Sir, 
And many houts debating till midnight was ſpent, 
95 Sir; 
Their ſpirits being fatigued, they muzz'd and got 
near happy, | 
And by all *twas agrecd that the cooks mult be 
| chatty®. 


A 1 then went forth, as unalterable as fate, Sirs, 
Stating all the cooks in George's caſe + ſhould quickly 


"have bald pates, Sirs ; 
A ſhaver was ſent for, and the cooks Blocks were 


cropp'd, Sir; 
They ſay by this deed that this beſtial line was opp d, 
Sir. 


Our witty brother Bow wow concludes like a ſatyriſt, 
Shou 1 copy his manner, you nuy call me a pla- 
giariſt. | 
This humble imitation 1 hope wt not offend, Sirs, 
So I now take my leave, wiſhing health ro Bow and 
friends, Sirs. | | | 
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* A local word for lice. 
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Tur MOCK PATRIOT AND REAL ONE. | 
Ain—Tue PROKER. 


ABOUT twenty years ſquinting Jack annie a great 
noile, 
And was chronicled in every ſtreet by barbers, ſweeps, 
and cleaver boys; 


So boldly he harangued in freedom's cauſe, you'd ſwear 


he was no joker, 
But now a flave at lucre's ſhrine, he's become the de- 
vil's ſtoker. 


CHORUS. 
O this falſe deceitful ray of liber 95 


He deceives our ſenſe, 
Extracts our pence, 
And dupes has made of you and me. 


"Twas i in the city, at the ſign of —fith 1 have forgot 


the name, 


But *twas ſomewhere near Guildhall, and that you 


know 1s all the ſame, 
Jack ſwore to ſupport Britannia's friends with liſt, 
{word, head and thoulders, 
With ſquints and ſhrugs this fly humbug aſtoniſh'd 
all beholders. 
O this falle, deceitful ray, &c, 


Now Jack he was a warlike blade, and great among 
t St. Stephen's men; 


He'd fight a Lord, attack a Scot, with ſword, witn 


piſtol, wit or pen; 


Much buſtle made to protect the om from any baſe 


intruder, 
And boldly fac'd proud H 
ruler. 


O this falſe, &c. 


x, the miniſterial 


| When 


8 
When firmly fix'd on Brentford's throne, Jack ey'd 


the loaves and fiſhes, 
An outcaſt long being forc'd to roam, he ſigh d for 


home made diſhes; . 
| Like many more, a paw became to P—tt's adminiftra- | 
tion, 


No more huzza this ſquinting thing, wy deſpis'd 
throughout the nation, 
O this &c. 


A bumper in your fingers thus, now toaſt a patriot 


glori jous, 
Who ne'er from freedom's cauſe has {wcrv „d, tho error 


ſavs notorious, 

Charles Fox, my boys, I mean to toaſt, a hero fam'd 
in {tory, 

Britannia's true begotten ſon, and Britain's greateſt 


glory. 
CHORUS, 


© this bright, ſubſtantial ray of liber ty, 
He gives birth to ſenſe, 
Dijperſes pence, 
And praiſe delerves from you and me, 
* 


TIE DUCK AND APOLLO BLADES, 
Tux PADS, YE SCAMPS, &c. 


VE bucks, ye rolling kiddies, and all upon the lay, 
In this gay town of London my frolic, ſport and 
play, | 
Flaſhing of your plumage, with nappers dock'd ſo 
fine, Fe 
At the Apollo, Duck and Pup, with your motts yo 
cut a ſhine, | 


B 3 At 


a. 
| At jelley-houſe and bagnios the flats they oft take in, 
The queans they flaſh the — way to lure you to 
„ teir ken; 
Firſt your bit they hobble ere they to ſnooze will go, 


Then deaf to ſage — ience, you ſtroke tome rotten 
| frow. 


The bully's thundering accents diſturb your ſoft re- 

With Port imprecations they deal their fair ones 

But eee fatal drop-down oft ſtops their bold 

And hemp they ve oft times beaten now makes them 
ſolitaire. 
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And you my flaſhy kiddies, who oft times bilk the fair 

Of ſuch frail ones indignation I'd have you all take 
care; 

A vet'ran in the ſervice gives you this friendly hint, 

Who oft times has encounter d tongs, » poker, ſtcel and 
flint. 


My peepers, who've we here now ! why fure it 1s poor 
'Fom, 

Who with many a rolling quean his length has oft 
times gone; 

But p—x, that dire uſurper, has prov'd poor Tom' I 
o' erthrow, | 

And now no more with demi-reps poor Tom his length 
can go. 

We are bucks, we are rolling kiddies, we are all upon 
ſome lay, 

In this gay town of London we fr olic, ſport and play, 

Flaſhing of our plumage, with our noddles dreſs'd to 


0 
{| 
* 
4 
* 
j 
ny 
19 
8 
24 
75 
* 
T" 
1 : 
1 Z 
1 ' 
: , 
LES 
4 
: 
1 
1; 
11 
. 
| 
: 
11 
1 
K 
1 
1 
+ 
: i 
| Fit 
! 287 
27 
i199 


1 fine, 

9 At the F lora, Gig and Duck, with the blowings cut 
1 a ſhine, 
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THE MODERN CHOICE SPIRITS, 


NAR to Saliſpury-ſquare ſtands a houſe, * 
Fam'd for eating and Trueman's ſtout beer, 


Where the true ſons of Comus carouſe, 


By the theme of my ſong will appear, 


Friend Hancock, a true hearted fellow, 


His company ſeldom controuls, 


| Replentſh your bowls and be mellow, 


Here you'll meet with ſome true ſocial ſouls, 


Jack Fox, a true ſon of Apollo, 


Here deigns to enliven the ſcene; 
Wigs flute and Smith's oboe ſoon follow, 
Here dwells neither forrow nor ſpleen. 


Billy Bond too, for aw fam'd, 
In a ſolo, a catch, or a glee; 

When with Fox for a duet is n am'd, 
"Tis true muſic you all will agree, 


Jack © d, as worthy a fellow 
As cer gilt a bolus or pill, 


When with crank he gets nearly mellow, 


Te o chaunt a ſnob's prailc is his will. 


Friend Lownds too, in ſoft vleaſing ſtrains, 
Like muſic delightful we hear, 

Giving } joy to our ” vibrating Veins, | . 
When 1 in 250 al chords he n. 


_ n N we. 


* The Barley Mow, Saliſbury-court. 
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4 the group that wield the gooſe pen, 


4 
Billy Miller, a vet'ran enroll'd, 
Here chaunting oft times may be found, 
For mirth, ſong, and glee is extoll'd, 
And with wit, joke, and fun doth abound, 


Johannett, for drollery fam'd, 2 
Here tippling ſtout Trueman's you'll ſce, 
For a comical ſong oft is nam'd, 
Which he throws off with infinite glee. 


De Caſtro, S tt, Seaton, and Newland, 
Will chaunt till bright Phoebus aſcend, 
And ſhould Morpheus his poppies here blend, 

My friend Evans * his night-cap will lend, 


And now, Sirs, my ſong's nearly ending, 

Iy muſe her gay courle almoſt ran, 
When you feel that your mind is unbending, 
Jo our Court come, you'll find it the plan. 


—— * 


* Mr. Evans was celebrated for ſinging a little ditty 
called the Night-cap, a ſong of Mr. Edwin's. 


THE SCRIBES, vurcarLy called HACK- 
PER NEY WRITERS. © 


Alt—Bow wow. 


BRE I proceed an apology J mean to make, 


Left any miſconceive me, or by error ſhould miſ- 
take: 5 | 

*Tis only to ſhew and deſcribe ſome ſtrange and care- 

leſs men, . . 

dome flats, ſonie ſharps, ſome worthies, mongſt the 


( 21 } 
As a key to my chaunt, *tis needful I tell you where 
'Theſe oddities I ſpeak of both morn and night do oft 
appear; 
At the Crop * and at Tom Paine's 7, I mean not Paine 
the Infidel, 
But Tommy Paine, a wenthy boy, that dwells within 
F: this citadel. | 


T he firſt is Pompoſo, tho' not inſolent or loud; Sirs, 
Nor often does he babble, tho' admir'd among the 
" erpwd;. n - 
From morn to night he puffs and ſnuffs, liſte Falſtaff 
4 is moſt ſubtle, 
Nor ever will give way to friends in beverage, walk, 
| or guttle. 


The ſecond in my narrative was Jemmy known the 
ſenſible, 

Replete with ſound integrity, with errors reprehen- 
fible ; 

You'd ſuppoſe by his garb Jim a duft- 50 or pye-man, 

Nay many go ſo far to ſay that el was young Sir 

Simon. 


A merry man I now produce, and claim your attention; 

Of errors, true, he has his ſhare, one only I ſhall 
| mention; 

Of good qualities not deſtitute, and wiſhes no one ill, 

Sir, | 

A votary ſtrict to Venus and ſwallows ae 2 as | 


7. ——— 


ä 


* 


a * The Yorkſhire Crop, in Bond "OWE? Fetter - 
ane. 


4+ The White Lion, White's-alley, Chancery-lane. 
Maſter 


e 
Billy Miller, a vet'ran enroll'd, | 
Here chaunting oft times may be found, 
For mirth, ſong, and glee is extoll'd, 
And with wit, joke, and fun doth abound, 


Johannett, for drollery ſam'd, 1 
Here tippling ſtout Trueman's you'll ſce, 

For a comical tong oft is nam'd, | 
Which he throws off with infinite glee. 


De Caſtro, St, Seaton, and Newland, 
Will chaunt till bright Phoebus aſcend, 

And ſhould Morphcus his poppies here blend, 
My friend Evans “* his night-cap will lend. 


And now, Sirs, my ſong's nearly ending, 

iy muſe her gay courle almoſt ran, 
When you feel that your mind is unbending, 
Jo our Court come, you'll find it the plan.“ 
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* Mr. Evans was celebrated for ſinging a little ditty 
called the Night-cap, a ſong of Mr. Edwin's. 
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THE SCRIBES, VULGARLY CALLED HACK - 
_ NEY WRITERS, | | ö 


AlR BoW WOW. 


j FORE I proceed an apology J mean to make, 
Leſt any miſconceive me, or by error ſhould miſ- 
take : | | 
*Tis only to ſhew and deſcribe ſome ſtrange and care- 
leſs men, . | 
dome flats, ſonie ſharps, ſome worthies, *mongſt the 
the group that wield the goole pen, 


— A 


— 5 
1 
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As a key to my chaunt, *tis needful I tell you where 


Theſe oddities I ſpeak of both morn and night do oft 


appear ; 

At the Crop * and at Tom Paine's 1, I mean not Paine 
the Infidel, 

But Tommy Paine, a worthy boy, that dwells within 
this citadel. 


The firſt is Pompoſo, tho? not inſolent or loud, Sirs, 

Nor often does he babble, tho* admir'd among the 
crowd, Sirs, | 

From morn to night he puffs and ſnuffs, lite Falſtaff 
is moit ſubtle, 

Nor ever will give way to friends in beverage, walk, 
or guttle. 


The ſecond in my narrative was Jemmy known the 


ſenſible, 

Replete with ſound integrity, with errors reprehen- 
hble 3": 

You'd ſuppoſe by his garb Jim a duſt-ho or pye-man, 


Nay many go fo far to lay that Jemmy was young Sir 
Semen. 


A. merry man I now produce, and claim your attention, 

Of errors, true, he has his ſhare, one only I ſhall 
mention; 

Of good qualities not deſtitute, and wiſhes no one ill, 
Sir, 

A votary ſtrict to Venus, and ſwallows many a pill, Sir. 
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| * The Yorkſhire Crop, in Bond "RE Fetter - 
ane. | 


+ The White Lion, White's. er Chancery lane. 
Maſter 


Wꝙ—FS 7 
Maſter Bob comes next in view, you'll all allow tis = D 
true, Sirs, | 5 
Of bub and grub he takes his fill, will! muzz till oft 
he ſpews, Sirs; Y 
Neꝰer ſatisfied with what he gets, like Jenny graſps at 
„„ #7) wp | 
And when l dequir d, like many more, tis piſs'd againſt 
the wall, Sirs. 


* 


Another ſcribe I mean to ſhew, a ſlave tho* nought 
| but bore, Sirs, 
So inflexible to decent's call, you'd ſwear he was a 
| ſtone, Sirs; 
Like maſter Bob, he „ all night, and oft from 
_ Charley knaps a hog*, 
And many*pounds he weekly takes, but ſcarcely ever 


0 FO. W. 2 ä WT) ray — — — ” 
GS « — m N 77 a . — 
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if buys a tog . 3 
FER Charles 7— s, a worthy lad, who ſeldom does of- 2 
1 fend, Sirs, | 

+ But cheerfully his purſe-ſtrings draws to aſſiſt his ] 
t | needy friends, Sirs 

1 With Momus firm in fr ten ap s cauſe, their minds 

1 ſometimes unbend, Sirs, f 


| At Tom's 4 and Bett's & they oft reſort a cheerful 
' hour to ſpend, Sus. 


— NIE 


pitcher, 
A quiet man is always found, and as gay as Jemmy 
Twitcher; 


[| A little Jug I had near forgot, nay as big as any 


ä —ͤ̃ — aver _ 


Dn A r reer 
* —— — j g 
- 5 * -—-— news — * 


* Kicks his Maſter Charles for a ſhilling. 
+ Tos, a coat. | 

4 Tow Paine's, White” S- alley. 

$ Bett Glover's, Halfpenny Hatch. 


Diſcretion 


12 
Diſcretion ſeems to be his aim, may other Scribes | 
example take; 
Tom B—d, Bill St—c, Lieutenant . no more 
get muzz, but gin forlake. 


A Scribe retir*d from midnight toil 1 have next in 
relation, 


= Of friendſhip” s ſacred tye oft boaſts, but all is oſten- 


tat ion; 
Like many more, when Gated ſnug by F. ortune, fa. 
vourite Dame, Sirs, 


fror gets the ſoil from whence he ſprung, nor . 


his old friend's name, Sirs. 


ABacchanalian boy comes next, a true . ſoul, 
Sirs, 


He ne'er detracts from friend or foe, with glee ſits 


o'er his bowl, Sirs; 

The Red-houle lad 1 mean, *tis plain, tho” ſometimes 
clad in black, Sir, 

He cheertul ſpends, will always lend, may his ſack 
contain a lack“, Sirs, 


In poetic ſtrains a Scribe ſteps forth, whoſe efforts are 
to pleaſe, Sirs, 
The Bard's been pregnant full nine months, may he 
ſoon have much eaſe, Sirs, 
And when this brat is brought to light, fr end Scribes 
1 pray your ſuccour give, 
Preſerve this brand in this our land, and Cilley's 
pPraiſe will ever live. _ 


Jack S——h, a veteran in this town, his length and 
width you all muſt know, 


By P— and C— and U— dire, poor Jack his length 


no more can go; 


— 88 


— 


A lack of rupees, viz, 10, ooo. 


('26') 
Jack T'——e has heretofore been us'd to titillate the 
3 ladies, 
But now, worn out in letch” ry's s courle, Jack Fx 
F—s the babies. | 


A famous Scribe and ſing-ſong blade, for chaunting 
long has borne the Hell, 

In muzzing gin morn, noon, and night, no Scribe 
I'm ſure can him excell ; 

At eight he knaps a quartern, ditto, ditto, before 
eleven, Sirs, 

At twelve again encore, and then, by one he has ſwal. 
low” d leven, Sirs. 


Hugh Mac too, Sirs, will have. his wack, of bub 
| takes copious (wills, Sirs, 

To labour ſtrict is fix days found, on the ſeventh 
knaps his fill, Sirs. 

Some ſay that Hugh the Sabbath breaks, tho' with 
oaths he 1 racks us, 

I'll fwear Mac ſtrict devorion pays, but 'tis at the 
ſhrine of Bacchus. | 


A ſpruce young man almoſt, the ching muſt not be 

„ forgot, Sirs, 

1 With dreis ſo neat, but ſeldom ſweet, ſo much at- 
tach'd to Motts*, Sirs; 

In blowing up with Haſh and traſh, ne ſometimes i is 
victorious, 

Retort, and then his paſſions flame, he goes mad 'tis 
molt notorious. 


* reer eee 


Of theſe oddities I take my leave, wiſhing no one this 
may offend; 
A harmleſs laugh is all my . whene're a 1 our 
minds unbend 8 


„ 
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** Motts, ladies of eaſy virtue. 


" RY 


1 . % 
May every name that's here enroll'd defy Ol Nick, 
that ſly humbug, 1 ; ; 
May friends and foes unite in bands, and meet in blis 
- ſupremely ſnug. 


- LUCY RBOKEETON 
you all know fam'd Lambeth's rum gig-ſhopz 


Tis a houſe for convenience and uſe; 
Where each lad cuts a ſwell with a mott, 
And I with my iweet-temper*d Luce. 


To praiſe her, ye poets divine, | * 
No language could be too profuſe; N 
How bold this attempt then of mine 
To deſcribe the ſweet charms of my Luce. 


Should I ſay her cheeks rival the roſe, 
Her lips the ripe cherry produce, 

I ſhould only my weeknels expoſe, 
In comparing ſuch things to my Luce. 


Her ſoft leaving boſom's like ſnow; 
To view my dear Lucy in buff, | 
Soft love thro* each vein quick would flow, 
At one touch of my Lucy's ſnug ruft. 


May I ever be baulk'd in the ſport, 
(2: my facultics loſe every uſe, | 
It T think there's a beauty at Court 
Has a charm to compare to my Luce, 


She is neither too ſhort nor too tall, 
Nor is ſhe too lean or too fats 
Yet mind, ſhould you tip Luce a fall, 
She'll make you knock under tor that. 


C 


— Lore — 


eee 


— —— 


. ˙ EIS 
OED 4: - + kr wear Wmnames * * 


F | LARA — 


* N 


( 26 ) 


Tn cold and in bleak winter nights, 


With my Lucy I wanton and play, 
And I revel in copious delights 
With my fair one, till comes the broad day. 


Then we twiſt legs and arms, roll and tumble, 
And ſnooze till the tattler ſtrikes ten, 

Then I give Luce a geregonimble, 
And we both twiſt t to ſnoozing again. 


My Lucy is no common blowing, 


Tho? ſhe is well known on this town; 
When her favourite jigger's a going, 
Luce is always two up to one down. 


And now, Sirs, I oueſs what you all wiſh, 
I read what your looks do produce; 

I prithce now tell me, is't not this, 
Don't you wiſh to Kiſs my dear Luce ? 


THE NUPTIAL NIGHT. 
AIR—THE MERRY DANCE 1 DEARLY LOVE. 


"PHE nuptial night I treat with ſcorn, 

| Not having graſp'd the dear delight; 

Waſte quick, ſaid I, the tedious night, 

Some eaſe to give a maid forlorn. 

Soft pleaſing ſounds aſſail'd my ear, 

And echo, Kate, thy Edward's, here, 

O how he griev'd! O how I ſigh'd, 1 bg, he 
griev'd ! 

He griev'd, then ſhed a parting tear, 


A gloomy night I've now in view, 
For Hymen here had no pretence, 
No ſpcar to. pierce the virgin fence, 


Had ever maid more cauſe to rue, 


- $97 
In dire deſpair he oft would **. 
Jove, grant me vigour now, A a 
O I'm deceiv'd! O I'm vex'd, I'm teas'd, I'm 
teas'd,. | Þ 
The dreary night till break of day. 


Now feeble age ſtill weaker grew, 

And longer could not idle toy, 

So left unbroach'd the ſeat of joy. 

Quick to the arms of Ned I flew, 

Dear Ned forgive, I burn with rage, 

*Tis you alone can love aſſuage. 

O how I'm ſham'd ! O how abus'd, enrag'd, enr 2g d! 
I'm wed to impotence and age. 


Now Ned gave Kate a luſcious kiſs, 

For vig'rous nature could not toy; 

So ruſhing up the fount of joy, 

Entranc'd they lay in mutual bliſs. | 

At morn ſhe cried, “ full three times three 

The cordial drop thou haſt given to me. 

O how I'm eas'd! O how I'm pleas'd, Gods, how 
I'm charmi'1! 

I'm charm'd with cordials three times three, 


THE DAUGHTERS OF HARMONY. 


| THE SE ſweet pretty creatures, deſeribe them who 
can, 
An abr idgement of all that's delightful to man. 
Some ſay they have faults, but of thoſe I'll not men- 
tion, 

To ſing of their merit, Sirs, is my intention. 

With my Ballinamona ora, Ballinamona ora, 
Ballinamona ora, theſe ſweet pretty creatures for mes 


Behold a blithe goddeſs, by nature well finiſh'd ; 
Fall back, a meek chaunters, abaſh'd and diminillf ds 4 
C3 . Tig „ 
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( 23 ) 


"Tis Billington comes, public praiſe to implore, 


Receive her with homage, and this iy ren adore. 


Come hither, ye ſculptors, and entch ev'ry grace 
That Fate interwove in a heaven form'd face. 
Come hither ye pencil-deck'd artiſts, and ſeek 
Thoſe tints with which beauty has ſoften'd her cheek. 


Come hither ye minſtrels who charm the wild throng, 
And liſt to the tones which ſublime her meek ſons ; 


For 'tis Wells the reſiſtleſs who burſts on the ſight, | 


To wed intant rapture and ſtrengthen delight. 


See harmony joyant burſt wild on the ſtage, 
To give a young ſorcereſs up to the age; 


Tis all alive Martyr, who claims beauty” $ throne, 


And marks indirectly each gazer her own. 


See the aggregate raptures that live in her 1 fob, 

See the love- darting blaze of her black rolling eye, 
Which eloquent ſpeaks all the heart can deſire, 
And ſilently whiſpers the pulſe is on fire. 


"Thoſe rich fable locks which o'erſhadow her brow 
Frigidity warms, and provokes the fierce vow 3 

In delicious diſorder they ar tleſsly break 

On thoſe loft ſnowy mountams that hollow her wk 


Sheet harmony, hail, to our miſeries given 


As parent of concord, and daughter of heaven; 

The powers of muſic were ſent as a bleſſing, 

The evils attendant on mortals redreſſing. 
With my Ballinamona, &c. 
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 TUNE—DERRY DOWN. 


TH E praiſes of liquor how oft have we ſang, 


And chaunted of girls till the ceilings have rang 3 
But tobacco, that heart-chearing herb, is a theme 
Our ſongſters and choriſters ne'er will diſdain, 


How inſipid the tankard, unſocial the bowl, 

If not garniſh'd with pipes to enliven the ſoul, 

A puff if we are out in a ſong gives us law, 

And freſh ſpirits imbibe from each whiff as we draw, 


Fclips'd with this weed, ſhould our creditors come, 
Like Jove we're obſcur'd from theſe troubleſome duns, 
And ſhould they eſpy us they'll ſure take a pipe, 


Which will ſoften their threats as this loadſtone takes 


light. 


Tobacco made England a nation renown'd, 


'Tis extoll'd by all fouls, ſearch the univerſe round, 
Give Jack but a whiff, and he values no guns, 


And will fight like a bull with a quid in his muns, 


Canaſter, the pigtail, the ſhort cut and ſhag, | 
Is eſteem'd by the lac'd coat and louſe-harb'ring rag. 
Ihe ſtateſman, the ſoldier, the quean, and the whore, 
Chew, puff, ſnuff, and Inceze, till their putting is 6c. 


1 


| THE DRUNKEN YOUNG DAUGHTER, 
| Tunz—Tur OBSTINAT® DAUGHTER. 


j A Daughter I have, people fay ſhe's the dandy, 
3 But ſure ſhe's a devil for drinking of brandy; 
In tippling a bottle oft times have I caught her, 
O what a plague is a drunken young daughter! I 


CHoRvus. 


Tippling and muddling, drinking and fuddling, 
O what a plague is a muzzy young daugliter; 


My precepts der iding, and good advice ſcorning, 

Her jorum ſhe ſwears ſhe will have night and morning, 

For brandy ſhe pawn'd the laſt new gown I bought 
her, 

O what a plague is a muzzy young daughter ! 

Tippling and muddling, &c. 


Neer ber, ſo Sottirigly fond of the ſup, 
She's drunk lying down, and ſhe's drunk getting up; j 
To her bedſide this morning a quartern was brought 
; her. 
O what a plague is a | muzzy young daughter ! 

| Tippling and muddling, &c. 


She drinks while ſhe's able, reels to bed when ſhe's 

| tiply ; 

[ My heart” 45 almoſt broke with this drunken yonug 

"Fg gipſey; | 

1 Laſt night in ler warm bed ſhe made her water, 

O what a plague is a piſs-a-bed daughter! 
Tippling and muddling, drinking and ſuddling, 

> 0) what a 3 18 a ie davghter! 4 
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A NAVAL SONG avp CHORUS. 


SINCE th' imperious proud Gauls dare give law. to 
b. the world, „ 
May our thunder deſtructive with vengeance be hurl'd, 
May the trophies of victory be with honour diſplay'd, 
May we chace, fight and conquer, by night and by 
= 5 b | 


CHORUS: 


From ſea to ſea, from Eaſt to Weſt, 
Boys follow your Gallic toe, 

Nor let them have a moment's reſt, 
Till death ſhall ftrike the blow. 

Purſue the Gauls, they ſink, they fly, 
The bloody flag diiplay ; 

*Tis ours to conquer or :0 die, 


They ſtrike, my boys, huzza! 


The lion of Britain is rous'd from his trance, 
Take care, proud uſurpers, how your navy advance; 
From the North to the South we'll aſſaſſius expell, 
Nor will ere ſheath the tword till theſe bloodhounds 
we quell. | | 
From ſea to ſea, &c. 


We'll give the proud Gauls, I warrant, their due, 

Nor &er will retreat, but with viguur purſue ; 

Ship to ſhip, hand to hand, let us ſtick to their ſtuff, 

Nor give up the fight till they cry they've enough. 
From ſea to {ea, &c. 


When theſe inſolent Gauls intreat. us to peace, 
Then hate and hoſtility quickly ſhall ceaſe. 
An Engliſhman ſpares when his enemy's down, 5 
When the flag is once ſtruck ſhall our mercy be ſhewn. 
From {ea to ſca, &c. 12 "2 ou 2 
| | N 
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Till then bloody war ſhall continue to rage, 


Our ſhips ſpite of darkneſs in ſtorms fthall engage; 

For we never ſhake hands, nor from war will refrain, 

Till Britons are acknowledg'd the lords of the main, 
From ſea to bea, &c. 


THE FARMER AND FAMILY's VISIT TO 
WILTON HOUSE*, | 


AiR—Bow wow. 


A Pleaſant joke I late have heard, that George to 
Wilton Houſe went, 

The gardens being much Pete d. to ſee them was his 
intent. 

n haſten'd firſt to view the fam'd Hercu- 
lean figure, 

When cocking up his wonderous Slats, made every 
member bigger. | 


Our M 


The limbs, the brawney ſhoulders, George took much 


delight i in, 


But when he ſaw the mighty y—d, good Lord, it did 


affright him. 

Amazed, George cried out—quick, quick, throw 2 
napkin r 

For Charlotte and the girls are near, to ſee ſuch things 
it is not it, 


— 


— 


* Near Salifbury i is the ſeat of the Earl of Pem- 
broke, called Wilton Houle; in the garden is a fine 

jece of ſculpture, repreſenting Hercules: it being 
much extolled, the Farmer and tamily went to ſee it; 
the generative emblem appearing ſomewhat large, 
ſhocked George's delicacy, which gave birth to the 


above ſtanzas,, 


A napkin 


oy 
4% 
£ 
3" 3 x 9 
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ay > 2 i 
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A. napkin o'er it ſoon was thrown, but done in ſuch 2 
E hurry, 42 5 | 
The ſn—t remain'd uncover'd, which put George in a 

flurry. „ 
The girls and Charlotte then appear'd, before George 
intended, i 
They took a view, they titter'd, laugh'd, and thus 
this joke was ended. 


TO-MORROW. 
| AtR—MaAKE MUCH OF TO-DAY- 


| I Heed not, while life's on the wing, 
What fate or what fortune can bring, 
Nor think or of care or of ſorrow: 
Would you know why fo happy and gay, 
I've lid, my companions, to-day, — 
And will waſte not a thought on to-morrow. 


What pleaſures already are flown, 
The joys my fond heart might have known, 
I coujd not repeat without ſorrow : 
When eagerly brimm'd the britk wine, 
When love half conſenting was mine, 
A wiuſper came—ſtay till-morrow, 


Tl live, for I'm wiſer at faſt, 
The preſent ſhall pay for the paſt, 
No moment of future I'll borrow. 
Thie cheat I now fairly deſcry, 
On to-day you muſt only rely, 
Look not tor a friend in to-morrow. 


LI catch ev'ry ſwilt-flying hour, 
I'll taſte ev'ry joy in my power, 
Aud teach you to ſmile away forrow : 


1 
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If love now bids beauty be kind, 
If you've port or punch gladden your mind, 
Have nothing to do with to-morrow. 


PADS AND SHOE-STRINGS. 
TUNE—AN OLD WOMAN CLOTHED IN GRAY» 


WHAIEVER invention takes place, 
I'll fay it again and again, 
That pads female beauty diſgrace, + 
And ſhoe-ſtrings look childiſh on men. 
But what great delight can be found | 
In ſtriving to ſeem plump and jolly ? 
Sure faſhion in life's giddy round 
Has now reach'd the ſummit of folly, 


However eccentric the mind, | 
Tis hop'd all ſuch farcical ſcenes, 


Will be to their province confin'd, 


Us'd only by tragical queens, | 


Our old Englith matrons with glee 


Would chat about laſſes and lads, 
But anger'd would much be to ſee 
Or hear any talk of twin pads. 


In Fleet-ſtreet, the London prints fay, 
A ſcene of high humour occurr'd ; 
A lady ſtopp'd ſhort on the way, 
And help—ſpeedy help, was the word, 
Aſſiſtance was ſent for in haſte, 
That proper relict might be had, 


When juſt as her ſtays were unlac'd, 


On the floor dropp'd a fine chopping pad, 


So truly prepoſt'rous of late | 
Our wives, maids, and widows have been, 
The pads ſuch attraction create, | 
There's ſcarce a cork nymph to be ſeen, | 
| 5 0 | Some 


1 (95 
Some ſay nature's rights *tis invading 
This ſham ſwelling garb to put on, 
For how with theſe falie bills of lading 
Can ſhips by their rigging be Known 


Ye fair who adorn Britain's iſle, 
Diſdain in this whim to engage; 
Such ludicrous dreſs a ſhort while 
May tend to make ſport on the ſtage, 
Let truth be your grand regulator 
Keep cloſe to the boſom what glads, 
The ſound honeſt dictates of nature; 
A blaze make of ſhoe-ſtrings aud pads. 


BLACK-EYED NAN, 
A BurLes QUE. 
MY Nancy is my heart's delight, 


Where all my pleaſure lies; 
Her roſy cheeks like cherries ripe, 


With black and rolling eyes. 


CHORUS. 


Not one in ten of our Garden men 
Could e'er her heart trepan : 

Kate, Moll, and Sue, I bid ye all adien, 
And F'll ſtick to my rolling Nan. 


Ye bucks and bloods, whoſe rolling queans 
In ſilk and ſat ins ſhine, "— 
Whoſe life is but an idle dream 
Compar'd to Nan's and mine, 
Not one in tea of ſuch flaſh men, &c. 
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Ye prigs and ſcamps, men of the town, 
Who tag the thieving den, 

For grabbling “ tattlers are renown'd, 
And flaſh to burſt a ken. | | 

Not one in ten of your prigging men, &c. 


Let ſaucy Tom the Nightman br ag 
His rigs with oyſter Sue, 
My lovely Nan ſhe rules the roaſt, 
And her I will purſue. 
Not one in ten of St. Giles's men, 45 Ke. 


THE LAMENTATION OF A KIDDY. 


HIN farewell to Port and Sherry, 
Brothels, bawds, and whores farewell, 
Never more at Dillon's + levee 
Shall your Tommy cut a ſwell, 
Shall your Tommy cut a ſwell. 


Now ſecure "JO duns and ſetters, 
To dire Newgate's cells I go, | 
Where enthrall'd with galling fetters, 4 
Some hempen cord may lay me low. 
Some hempen cord may lay me lows 


But, alas! on the drop : appearing, 

In dire difiuay and heart moſt ſad, 
Perhaps een you my laſt exit hearings 
By pity mov'd, may cry poor Jad! 
By pity mov'd, may cry poor lad ! 


— " . - Y 
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* © IR who take watches by the flight digni- 
fed by the name of Knuckles, 
The Blakeney's Head in Bow-ftreet, for merly a 
8 tor highwaymen, footpads, &c 
| SON 5 


= 
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so NS OF THE DRAMA. 
| Tunz—DERRY DOWN. : 


TTEND, Sirs, awhile, and I'll briefly relate 
X The opinions of actors in this happy ſtate, 
Both tragic and comic, and thoſe that beſt ſing. 
With a veteran eſteem'd I mean firſt to begin. 


Revere ſturdy Macklin, the dramatical Sire, 
For not age nor diſeaſe can extinguith his fire; 
Like an evergreen ſent, as a rare vernal treaſure, 
Tho” he blooms all the year, all the year gives ug 
pleaſure. | "0 


Poſſeſſing a clear and capable head, | 

With the mien of a gentleman, and well bred, 

View Holman quit ſcience, who calls Veni Domine, _ 

To embrace with young vigour the charms of Mel« 
; pomene. 5 LM 


In the African captive ſee Pope wake ſurprizey 
And calls pity's tears into feminine eyes | 
When poor Oroonoko is goaded by foes, | * 
This A judiciouſly pictures his woes. e 


Joe Munden ſteps forth with a gait debonair, | 
A. foe to dull ſpleen, and a ſpoiler of care | ; 
The dryneſs of Shuter, and Edwin's droll him 
By nature were blended and center d in him. * 
Reſpectable Wroughton was form'd to exiſt, *. 
Like an elegant bracelet round dignity's wriſt. a 
In ſociety's circle where honour „ 5 


As he brightens the beauties of truth by his deeds. 74 
9 4 
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Tis faid that the ſtars take a peep at our birth, 
And give the young bipeds to Bacchus or mirth, 
is To Minerva, the Muſes, Bellona or beauty, 

And the predeſtin'd inſtrument walks to its duty. 


| Uh * d For 9 Lewes firſt met this groſs world's checquer'd 
1 | ight, | | - 2 

|| Sud They conſign'd the briſk brat to the care of delight, 
Who call'd poliſh'd elegance in to aſſiſt her, | 
And ers lad met the nymph and with extaſy kiſs'd 
. er. | Mes 


With * gibes and his quiddities, cranks and his 
wiles = 
Hts croak and his halt, his ſinirks and his ſmiles, | 
View the ſmart tiny Quick, giving grace to a joke, 
With a laugh-loving eye or a leer equivoque. 


Madam ſpleen ſhuns this rogue with particular care, 
And flies to a palace to keep from deſpair : | 
She hates the blithe dwarf with urns 404 rage, 
And for tear of his preſence ne'er viſits the ſtage. 
Having actors portray*d, comic, tragic, and drolls, 
Fill us bumpers, my hoſt, and repleniſh our bowls ; 
May we all act our parts, well as thoſe I've deſcrib'd, 
And om ale, punch and port, may we always im- 
LDCs 8 


THE INTREPID MARINER. 


* Y 
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WY HEN firſt T left my deareſt Peg ; 
To plough the raging main, 9 
It was to wear a wooden leg, "5 WE 
Perhaps a golden chain. 1 
The one I have got, the other loft, „ 
Ihoc' ſore againſt my will; Ys 
1 What tho' Dame Fortune has me croſs'd, 
Il fght for England ſtill. | 
WE» 8 Cuokus. 


139 7 
C Hokus. 


Then hoiſt aloft the grog, my boys, 
And let us joyuus be, 5 
Give us but grog, *twill raiſe our ſouls 

To triumph o'er the ſea. 


And when upon the deck I ſtand, 
I'll think of my dear Peg, 
And boldly with my ſword in hand 
Cock up my wooden leg. 

The loſs of limbs will not affright, 
From the battle I ne'er will Ys 
And then upon my ſtumps I'll fight, 

Ay, damme, till I die, 


Cnokus. 


Then hoiſt aloft the grog, my boys, 
And let us joyous be; | ME 

Give us but grog, 'twill raiſe our ſouls 
To ben Oer the fea. 


THE INFLUENCE or LOVE. 


JW HEN I'm at the tavern quaffing, 
| Well diſpos'd for t'other quart, 
Comes my wife and ſpoils my laughing, 
_ Telling me 'tis time to part. : 
Words I know were unavailing, 
Yet I ſternly anſwer, no, 
Till by motions more prevailing, 
Sitting down, ſhe treads my toe 


Such kind tokens to my thinking 
Mott emphatically prove, | 7 
That the joys that flow from drinking  -, 
Are averſe to thoſe of love. TP 
N | D 2 


departments of the Princeſs Elizabeth, 


| " I 
Then farewell friends and t'other bottle, 
Sic I can no longer ſtay, 
Love, more learn'd than Ariſtotle, 

Has to moye me found the way. 


CHARACTERS, WIr n Nor Es. 
 Aix—Bow wow. 


f A Strange group of characters this town doee pro- 
duce, Sirs; „„ 

Some live by dreſs, ſome by fineſſe, and are of little 
uſe, Sirs. | 

My friends to mend theſe lines I blend, without ma- 
lice or ill- nature, { : 

Man's faults to ſcan will be my plan, tho* ſome may 
call me prater. | 


You all muſt have heard of Stone's * mad oration, 

About his love for a Princeſs, the firſt in all this na- 
tion, 5 | * 

If all as mad as Stone to quod they were to ſend, Sirs, 


Very few that hear me this evening here would ſpend, 
Sir's. | | | | 


A Friſeur + we are told wiſh'd to kiſs our loyely Beſs, 


Sirs, 


And for this ſacred purpoſe got ſnug into a preſs, Sirs. 


But to Bridewell was convey'd, of his folly to repent, 
Where inſtead of princely joys, poor Puff he long beat 
hemp. : On, 


— 
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Stone was a Scribe who conceived himſelf eligible 
to eſpouſe the Princeſs Royal. 15 5 
+ A ſtray Barber, who had ſecreted himſelf in the 


| Young 


* 
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Young Caſtrill, the angry boy, ſure this town muſh 


know full well, | | 
For whores, for luſh, and d my e—, I'm ſure no 
one can Will excell ; | 


A goat grown old in letch'ry's courſe, a ſlave unto a 


baby, 


Nor dares to move one inch, without permiſſion of his 


lady, 


_ Little + Dick, though ſomewhat old, yet active as a 


lad is found, 


8 Can ſhift a card and bridge a pack, with various other 


tricks abound. 


4 hey ſay Dick's threwd and very lewd, but errors I'Il 


not amplity, | | 
Let's place our hands upon our hearts, and aſk what 
faults have you and I, | 


Fat 8 you all muſt know, an egregious fool 


| and ſimple, 
Long time a cull to whores has been, tho' they ne'er 
could find his pe; | 


F— f— and teas'd in every ſtew, but alas! without 


erection, 3 
Then home returns in dire diſmay, in dangling dejec- 
tion, ZN . 


- * vt 


* A young gentleman well known on the Surry ſide 
of Blacktriars-bridge, a great blade at the Apollo, 
Flora, Gig and Duck, ' 6 | 

+ A little ſpruce man, who was early inſtructed in 
ornamenting the external part of the head; but having 


a keen one of his own, he prudently relinquiſhed the 


comb, and is now dubbed a Lawyer, 2 
. A laſcivious old goat, who was formerly a man 

of fortune, but by an inordinate indulgence of his paſ- 

ſions, has impoveriſhed his eſtate, and rendered himſelf 


deſpicable to all tlie world. 


D 3 a 
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All the world muſt have heard of Prufſia's * twelve 
1402. apoſtles, | 5 ” 
1 With, terrific thundering tongues, though they ne'er 


quaff*d over bottles, 
May George's tribe theſe twelve excell, at leaſt their 
voices imitate ; „5 
May Britiſh hearts unite, ſhake hands, and make the 
French Convention quake. _ | 


— 
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Twelve guns belonging to the King of Pruſſia, 
called by that Monarch his twelve apoſtles. Theſe 
twelve having done much execution in the preſent war, 
and being ſent home to be repaired, it was wittily ſaid, 
they had loſt their tongues in ſpeaking fo loud to the 
French, and were gone home to get them replaced, 


A PASTORAL. 
AIiR—GoDDESSES OF THE CHASE, 


PAN leave piping, the Gods have done feaſting, 
There's never a goddeſs a hunting to-day 
Mortals marvel at Corridon's jeſting, 
That gives his aſſiſtance to entertain May. 
The lads and the laſſes with ſcarfs on their faces, 
A As lively as paſſes trip over the down, | . 
Much mirth and ſport they make running at barley rake, 
Lord! what haſte they make for a green gown, 


John with Guillian, Harry with Francis, | 
Mog and Mary, with Robin and Will, 
George and Margery lead all the dances, 
For they were reported to have the beſt ſkill. 
But Cicely and Nancy, the faireſt of many 
That came laſt of any from out of the town, 
Quickly got in among the midſt of all the throng, 
They fo much did long for the green gown. 
| | | Wanton 
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But Sibley was ſickly, and could not come quickly, 
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Wanton Deborah whiſper*d to Dorothy = 
That the would wink upon Richard and Sim 
Mincing Maudlin ſhewed bar authority, . 
And in the quarrel would venture a limb. | 4 


And therefore was likely to fall in a ſwoon: 
Tib would not tarry for Tom nor for Harry, 1 
Leſt Chriſtian ſhould carry away the- green gown. 


Blanch and Beatrice, both of a family, 
Came very lazily lagging behind ; 
Annis and Amiable noting their policy, 5 
Cupid is cunning, although he is blind. _ 
But Winney the witty that came from the city, 
With Parnell the pretty, and Betſey the brown, 
Clem, Jone, and Iſabel, Sue, Alice, and bonny Nell, 
TravelF'd exceedingly for the green gown. 


Now the youngſters had reach'd the green meadow, 


Where they intended to gather their May ; 

Some in the ſunſhine and ſome in the ſhadow, 
Singled in couplets began for to play. | 

But conſtant Penelope, Faith, Hope, and Charity, 
Look'd very modeſtly, yet they lay down, 

And Rachael repented what Prudence prevented, 
And Kate was contented to take a green gown. 


Bright Apollo was all this while peeping, 


To ſce if his Daphne had been in the throng, 
But miſſing her ha ily downwards was Creeping 
For Thetis imagin'd he tarry'd too long. 


Then all the troop mourned, and homewards returned, 
For Cynthia ſcorned to ſmile or to frown ; 

Thus they did gather May all the long ſummer's day, 
Aud at night went away with a green gown, + 
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THE STRATFORD CONVIVIALS, - 


An—Bow wow. 


convivial ſouls, Sins... 
Our landlord's quite a hearty boy, with glee chaunts 
| o'er a bowl, Sir. 
A weekly club we have, and are call'd the Sons of 
Comus, 
We chaunt and ſing till echo rings, ſometimes ſhaky 
hands with Momus. 


A gentleman our club frequents, well ſkill'd and 
learned in the law, 

But ſo prone to embelliſh, in his deareſt friend will 
find a flaw, 

Don't think that I exaggerate, or wiſh to give him 
battle; 

A Caſe—'twas lately ſaid friend S——N was hung near 

55 Whitechapel, | 


In London they have feather'd heads, wiſe heads, and 


wooden heads; 
Our club can boaſt of keen heads, but moſtly prize a 
Round Head. 


With fifteen content, brother Round Head, quite dry 


and ſiy, 
Set off to 3 fair, to F—h, or elſe unto the Iſle 
of Sky. 


A lamb-like man full oft we ſee, but he n never goes to 
mals, Sir, 

In p aſtoral ſtrains wil chaunt all day; and oft times 

takes his glaſs, Sir, 115 

He's 


\T the Bird in Hand at Stratford meet ſome true 


r 


56-1 

He's neat, compleat, and quite the thing, rigg'd with 
fb *“ and dreſs'd in ruffles, 5 

Alas! one day was by a coach run o'er while admiring 
of his buckles, 5 | | 


Of an Auctioneer I meant to chaunt, nay it was my 
firſt intention. | | R | 
Should I proceed, perhaps you'll ſay, of wigs you 


need not mention. 


Tho' ſomewhat dull, I take the hint, wiſhing no one 


this may offend; 


A harmleſs laugh is all my aim, when at Branſcomb's 


houſe an hour we ſpend. | 


Brother All- p, a funny boy, will many a tedious 
| hour beguile, | 


With ſtory, ſong, and witty joke, full oft he makes 


his hearers ſmile. 
And many more our Club can boaſt, whoſe ſongs de. 
| mand attention: | 
Ne'er paſs the Bird hut graſp the hand, and make ong 
of our convention. | 


— 
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A natty walking-cane or tick, 


BRITISH VALOUR,” 
| TUNE—DERRY DOWN. 


GAYS George to his ſpouſe, pretty Charlotte, my 
2 dear, | | 8 | 
It the French ſhould invade us there's little to fear ; 
Back to France I can ſpeedily ſend them, I'm ſure, . 
If I once draw my ſword, Q the conqueſt's ſecure. 


Tn 
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In Convention we're told to invade us they're bent, 

Should I take ſword in hand, don't you think they'll 
repent ? | 

Let them land ninety thouſand, they ſoon ſhall be 
fewer, | GW he by 

If IT once draw my ſword, O the conquelt's ſecure. 


Wen theſe ſoup meagres come, full of tricks and 
| grimace, | „ 

Ils there one that will dare to look me in the face? 
With my {word I will ſpit them like larks on a ſłewer; 
Believe me, dear Charlotte, theſe rebels I'll cure. 


I'll cut them, and hack them, and flaſh them, mar- 
bliey ! | A 
And return crown'd with laurels in triumph to you. 
If perchance I ſhould fail, I have millions in ſtore, 
To regale my old girl, and * „ * 


1794+ | 


IVE »ttention, ye patriots, awhile to my ſong, 
Truth alone is my mule, ſhe alone guides my 
tongue; | 

Yet ſhould truth give offence and make ſome ſtand 
aghaſt, | | 
It is how of my fault, I but fing of a faſt. 
With my Ballinamona ora, Ballinamona ora, 
Ballinamona ora, this taſting will ne'er do for me, 


Some time ſince at St. James's a council was held, 
To debate how proud France with eale might be 
ed: | | | 
Some ſaid this, ſome ſaid that, but however at laſt 

By all *twas agreed to have another Faſt. 


Chaſte 
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( 47 ) 
Chaſte P tt then cry'd out, ſend a much larger fleet, 
And a more numerous army, theſe mi{creants to beat. 
Grim Th reply'd, with an oath and a blaſt, 
Jo inſure their tuccels, by G—d we'll all faſt, 


Lord Gr——ll ſpoke next; for ſome time we've re- 
ly'd 

On our armies and fleets, which they till have deſy'd. 

On Heaven again now our hopes we muſt caſt, 

And to make that our friend, it is fit we ſhould faſt. 

Pious Du s then turn'd up the whites of his eyes, 

Juſt as ducks do in thunder, and ſaid with deep ſighs, 

i fear that this war now for ever will laſt, 

Unlels we repent, and we all pray and tat, 

Lord Io h then anſwer'd, this maxim may do 

To amule the ”_ vulgar, and little folks too 

But no ſuch reliance as in our wars paſt = 

We ever can have, tho' we now pray and faſt, 


Why I hope you don't think, reply'd Th——w, my 
Lord | | LY 
In ſuch things J have faith; no not I, on my word; 


If you do, why you're bit; for by Gd, while lite 


alts, 
'Tis for form ſake alone that I pray or I faſt. 


= with ſome kind of colour to cover this war, 
hat grave fools may think us more juſt, chan we are 
And that diſaffection may not overent' f . ner 
Our hopes, I propoſe the force of a Faſt. 


Theſe reaſons ſo potent convinc'd the whole Board, 
And they join'd in the motion with hearty accord; 
And Archbiſhop Moore ſaid, my joy is vaſt, 

Five hundred Lü get for a prayer tor the Faſt. 
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But let each ſon of freedom fuch mock' ry deſpiſe, » 
And deteſt ſuch baſe tools who would fanctity vice. 
May their faſt be condemn'd by each patriot at leaſt, 
And whilſt hypocrites faſt let us joytully feaſt. 
With my —— ora, Ballinamona ora, 
Ballinamona ora, may Old Nick knap theſe faſters 


for me. 1 


THE HIGH MINDED SOLDIER, 


AIR—THE HIGH METTLED RACER. 


| HRK. to martial alarms the calm village reſounds, 


Tis tor youths to enliſt Serjeant Trim goes his 
rounds ; 


Whilſt fo gallant and bold all his comrades appear, 


The brave loſe their parents, the coward his fear. 
Thus the ſparks of ambition are fed till they flame, 
And the peaſant, inſtructed to thirſt after fame, 
Leaves peace and contentment for honour to roam; 
The high minded ſoldier firſt leaves his own home. 


Grown perfe& in duty, by diſcipline hard, 

The foes of his country to meet is prepar'd. 
For in hoſtile array ſoon proud Gallia 1s ſeen, 

A foe to all Kings, baſe, perfidious and mean. 
To oppoſe them is drafted and forc'd to comply, 
Looks back to his village and pays it a ſigh; 

His courage to ſhew amidſt cannon's loud roar, 


The high minded ſoldier firſt leaves his own ſhore, 


Triumphant in danger he lands on their coaſt, * 
Meets fierce e from a numerous hoſt; 
Like a lion he fights amidſt horror and death, 


Sees his comrades around him reſign their laſt breath. 
Thus appris'd of his danger, he ſtill ruſhes on, 
Nor retreats tho* he's wounded, till the day's loſt or 


In 
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5 1 | 
Inn battle undaunted, this dire ſcene being o'er, 
He ſighs for his village, his own native ſhore. 


Thus, each year he's campaigning vainly hoping the - 
- laſt, | | ; 2 
From toils ne'er releas'd till life's vigour is paſt 
Grown old and defenceleſs, depriv'd of a leg, 
Diſmiſs'd from the ſervice and tuffer'd to beg, 
Oft times will the feats of his victories count o'er, 
And fight all his battles in fancy ohce more, 
Till death, that great victor, his time being come, 
Calls the poor worn out ſoldier unte his laſt home. 


THE IMMACULATE MINISTER, 
Tux z— TI PRIEST OF THE PARISH. 


fFIOME then be ſilent, and join in the ballad, 

| A better ſure never was pinn'd to a wall; 

Ah, the ſubje& can't hurt any lady's nice palate 
HBecauſe it don't mention a lady at all, h 

But it's all of a well ſpoken ſweet pretty gentleman, 

Come to delude the vain world and its wife. 

Oh, by Ch—t he's ſo chaſte that he won't truſt hg 
©, 
Man, out of his hand, to ſave Venus's life. 


Troth then it's right that this tool of a Miniſter 
Ne'er ſhould be manag'd by hands but his own; 
Then tho' his labours be dextrous or ſiniſter, _ 
Still it's all one while he's working alone. | 
While ws does for himſelf thus without friend or neigh. 
our, ; | | ous 
He proves to the nation great prudence and thrift, 
And while his own hands are employ'd in this labour, 
By my ſoul they will never be put to a ſhitt, 
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Oh they ſay he's ſo wiſe he'd make Solomon wonder, 

To a piece more compleat Nature ne er put her hand, 
But I think in this piece Nature made a damn' d 

blunder, 

For this creature could reaſon before he could ſtand. 
To be ſure a foreknowledge of ſtate and mankind 

Ls « great piece of luck when the age is ſo ſmall; 
And they ſay that experience was born in his mind, 
And comes to periorton from nothing at all. 


Some ſay this poor creature was pick d out to rule us, 


Becauſe that his name fooliſh people would Prize 3 ; 
Troth Billy P—tt is the only to fool us, 

While the duſt of great Chatham {till blinds our eyes. 
But mark what he did for to get to his ſtation, 

He told a damn'd lie in the ear of the King. 
Then a fig for his name, for I'm all tor the nation, 
So don't bother me with the name of that thing. 


His taxes now prove his great love for the people, 
So wiſely they're managed to ſtarve the poor ſouls; 
Sure the praiſe of this man thould be rung in each 
iteeple, 
That would rob us of day-light, of ednilles and 
Rs. - - 
His delicate heart muſt be tender and pure, Sir, 
A rare ſtock of wiſdom and pity has he, 
That would put out the laſt ſpark that would comfort 
the poor, Sir, 
The Devil put out ſuch a patriot for me. 


1 hen what's all this nonſenſe and humbug about him, 
His chaſtity, purity, virtue and pride ; 

Troth now in Ireland we'd be all apt to doubt him, 
For a man of virginity's all my backſide. 

Then burn your man maids and each fr—g pretender, 

In ſtoical coldneſs and pitiful art; 
Here's the lad, my brave boys, with a nature that's 
tender. 
And touch' 4 with the feelings that honour the heart. 
CER- 


46-73 


CERBERUS, THE DOG OF HELL, WAS A 


| LAWYER. 
TUNE—TuE ELECTION IN HFLI., 


ARK, with loud triple yell 
Bawls Cerbervs in Hell, 
| Diſturbing the fiends from all quiet; 
Pluto ne*'er could find out, 
For noiſe, babble, or rout, 
Like a Lawyer to keep up a riot. 


Mark the ſhrewd quibbling tribe, 
While ambo-dexter holds bribe, 
They've all ſurely three heads upon them, 
From each fide takes a tee, 
One's for P. one tor D. 
The other is ſure to undo them. 


For defendant one pleads, 
__Toeother's by plaintiff feed, 
By turns this head pleads for either; 
To cram full their purſe 
Their poor clients they nurſe, 
And the third head's a 50 end, Sirs, to neither, 


No example more ſtrong 

Than the truth of my ſong, 

"Twill be ſanttion'd I'm ſure by all natures 
That Cerberus in Hell 
Long on earth did rebell, 

Was a Lawyer, a ſweet pretty creature, 


"His clan here yet will fight, 
Will hoth friends and foes bite, 
With rancour and ſpleen will be prating: 
As their knobs we can't lop, 
To each muns throw a ſop, 
And paſs while theſe bull-dogs are cating. I 


(6) 


THE WISH TO HAVE FOUR WIVES. 
TUNE—DERRY DOWN. 


55 IN a vein of good humour, ſays Jack to his wife, 

Thou balm to my ſoul, and thou joy of my life, 
Five years now are paſt, or perhaps ſomething niore, 
By my happy reck'ning 'tis nearer a ſcore, 


Since the prieft fore the altar united our hands, 
And rivetted both in the conjugal bands ; 

Yet the ſtate and its rites I ſo truly adore, 
That I till think one wife too little a ſtore, 


Tho' I hold ſtrictly ſacred both faith and good works, 
Yet in one thing, I own, I muſt envy the Turks; 

IT think it d—w'd hard, I'm not telling of fibs, 

That an infidel Turk ſhould have four or five ribs; 


Whilſt I, a good Chriſtian, and lover of fun, 

By the laws of my country am ſtinted to one, 

Nay, frown not my lovely, or think that I'll range, 

Nut to cull the whole world, my dear girl, would 1 
change. hs 


Already I'm happy, but ſtill would be more, 1 55 
And inſtead of one sharmer, my dear, I'd have ſour; 
As I meaſure all joys in this tranſient life, 

By the fund of affection J find in one wife. 


How envy'd a mortal your Jack would then be, 

If Hymen would grant him to wed t'other three; 
My joys would be ſuch as no words can expreſs, 
And my bliſs near as much as I wiſh to poſſeſo. 


No 


53 


No PRIES TERAFT, 


An-—Tur cox rEN TED FELLOW. 


| Cour. liberty, d——n me boys, but well be tree, 
8 Tho' care kill'd a cat, what care I: 
]'ll hold fix to four, only ſay done to me, 

Like a ſoul J have liv" d and Tu. | 


They ſent me to College, I did not mind thats 
In order to preach and to pray 
I would not be humm'd, but ſaw what they were at, 


So my eye E all they can ſay. 


As to pulpit palaver, why that s all a flam, 
No prieſtcraft ſhall e'er govern me; 
I will or J won't, a free agent am, 


And I'll only believe what I ſce. 


If tlie Clergy, and — and Lords would but 


join 
The national debt to pay off, 
And let us free gratis have women and wine, 
Why then we might do well enough. _ 


Then in half pints the Parliament Houſe I would aſt 


And George too upon my bare knee; 
I care not which ſide, or it none rule the roaſt, 
So I've but my tun and am free. | 


But alas! they're ſad times, for we all are undone, 
Since we to bum bailiffs ſubmit. 
Bill of Rights! dn all bills, for the nation's un- 


done 
By that general warr . A WI it. | 


E 3 
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4 Me. 


We muſt be made ſlaves, if we don't put a thaw - 
To Lawyers, the Juſtice and all; 

For if in Old England we don't keep it up, 
Why then to be ſure we muſt fall, 


When I die—but that's queer, and to think of it dull, 
So as to this here or that there, 

Let me go where I will, ſo my tankard i is full, 
And I have but a girl, 1 don't care. 


II maſter Death thruſts himſelf into my room, 
They lay that he always makes free, 

III try if 1 can't tip old Bony the hum, 
If I don't—then per haps he hums me. 


As I told you hefore, Pm refolv'd not to think, 
So I cannot a ſentiment give; 

However, my ſouls, whilſt we live let us drink, 
For whilſt we are drinking we e live. 


When I'm dead, *tis my will not a tear may be ſhed, 
No Hic Facer engrav'd on a ſtone, 
But pour into my coffin a bottle of red, 

And ſay that his drinking is done, 


THE ACCOMMODATING JEW. 


VE a underwriters, ye tribes of pen and ink, 
Wid me fal la la la la la 
Who in the Alley ſpeculate, and tea and coffee drink, 
x Wid me fal la la la la la | 
| Flaſhing of your yellow boys, I'm hither at your call, 
I'm buyer and ['m ſeller too, and I can ſerve you ali, 
Wid me fal, &c. 


I | 
Ye bulls, ye bears, ye lame ducks, and all the wad. 
| dling crew, | 5 
If *twas not for us Smouches, I don't know what 
you'd do: | | | 
If &er you want ſhecurities, *tis we that find gcod 
©:--* "ph 


Our friends have got the tarniſh, *tis true they ſome- 


times fail. 


Ye Neblemen who gamble, when all your money's 


ſpent, 


My heart it melts, I draw the pond, I lend for Cent 


per Cent. 5 | 
And it a life you would inſure dat's old and crazy 
growth.” 5 | 


De ways and means I'll let you know to get the buſi- 


neſs done. 


Ve Captains aud ye Colonels, ye jointur'd widows all, 
To little Iſaac come when your ſtock begins to fall; 
Ie put you in the method once more to raiſe de caſh, 
I' buy into your ſinking funds, that you may cut 
flaſh. | 


Ve Parſons with good livings, ye courtiers with good 
place, FI 

Advice IIl give you gratis, and tink upon your caſe, 

If dare iſh poſſibility, for you I'll raiſe the duſt, 

But den you muſt excuſe me if I ſerve mylelf the firſt, 


I give advice to every tribe but Phyſic and the Law, 
For they outwit us Smouches, for bills at ſight they 


draw; 
But we do lend our moniſh, and run ſome riſk tho' 
; ſmall, | : 
Theſe fly dogs get all the moniſh, and run no riſk at 


all, 
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THE ADEPT, 


AT. cards Jaſt year I with my dear 
Play*d ev'ry night and day, | 
J do not ? 6b, ſhe bilk'd my crib, ; 
So cratty ſhe did play. 
Games at all fours ſhe beat me ſcores, 
So well ſhe knows the pack, 
Whene' er ſhe deals, ſhe cribs and ſteals, 
9 can always lng out Jack, 


When'er at Put T'with the ſlut 
Sit down, 'tis juſt the ſame, 
Tho' fair to play I ſhew my tray, 
Her deuce will get the game, 
Put if you will, I'll meet you fair, 
And play you for a crown ; 
As I'm alive, ſhe'll fo coutrive, 


T hat ſhe always can lay down, 
At dear quadrille I've had my fill, 


| She's beat me o'er and o'er ; $3 
Tho' a good hand made me to ſtand, 
She had always matadores, 
When in the pool I, like a tool, 
Put in my li little f fiſh, 
She'd win them all, both great ad ſmall, 
And haye her warmeſt wiſh. | 


J never yet could at ins 
Play with her but ſhe won! | 
From firſt to laſt ſhe play'd fo ſaſt, 
She*d beat as ſure as a gun. | 
If I look'd fierce and ſhewd my tierce, : 
A quart ſhe always had: 
If I had four, ſhe ſhew'd me more, 
Her quint did make me mad. 


* always 


e * 9 K 


EN 
I always miſs'd if e're at whiſt 
We did together play - 
She'd keep her ſeat nd always beat, 
Tho' I try'd ev'ry way. 
If face to face ſhe win my ace, 
And make me a mere pup, | 
My three times three and honours ſhe 
Takes from me, and gets up. | 


I am a Jew at hazard too, 

5 And oft times have a nick! 
Tho' I throw well, I bluſh to tell, 
She ſometimes makes me ſick. 
When with her box ſhe at me knocks, 

My fpirit ſometimes flags, | 
For by the Gods ſhe wins the odds, 
And empties all my bags, 


THE MIDDLESEX MILITIA, 
| AIR—LILLIBULLERO. 
(COME along, my brave boys, Militia men come, 


Your country calls forth—hark the ſound of the 
drum: | 


"Tis England, Old England, that calls us to arms, | 


| To protect her from foes and all hoſtile alarms. 

Now let it appear, ſhould the Frenchmen come here, 

We'll make them be glad to run back again; 

For we'll fight for our houſes, our children, our 
| fouls, | ne | 

And ſhew them the courage of Middleſex men. 


* 


. What room for ſuſpicion or fon can we have, 
When headed by Pruſſia, our neighbour ſo ants” 
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Our ſtout-hearted ſailors by night and by day 


Not to know how to fight, ſhould an enemy come. 


Our wives and our ſweathearts will love and admire; 


( $8 
His honours too great with tricks to deceive us, 
Too noble his courage in danger to leave us. . 


Let us make it appear, ſhould the Frenchmen come 


here, 6 | 
| We'll make them, &c. 


Are guarding our coaſts on the boiſterous fea, 
What ſhame would it be to be cowards at home, 
Let us make it appear, ſhould the Frenchmen come 

Nee, | | | 
| We'll make them, &c. 
To ſee us fo boldly advance preſent fire, 


That beauty loves courage, we need not be told, 
Since Venus for Mars left her Vulcan of old. 


Let us make it appear, ſhould the Frenchmen come 


here, 


: We'll make them, &c. 


At the end of this war we'll in union all join, 


Our cloaths are our own, but our arms we reſign 

Jo neighbours as willing, with courage as brave, 

To fight for King George, and our country to ſave, 
Who will make it appear, ſhould the Frenchmen come 


here, | : 57 | 
55 We'll make them, &c. 


; 8 cHAR. 
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CHARLOTTE POPE. 
- AIR—THE CHOICE SPIRITS. 


ow oft have I muzz'd night and day 
11 At the Lion, the Bear, and the Oak, 
 Aſham'd my chaſte love to dilplay, _ 

Tho? near mad for the village girl Pope. 


They ſay that my viſage looks wan, 

Like a mourner I languith and mope, 
And I'm reckon'd the moſt alter'd man 

In the world, fince I ſaw Charlotte Pope. 


Ye blowings ſo gay now adieu, 
Farewell to ye wives that elope, 
My heart never meant to be true, DE: 
Till *twas fix'd by my ſweet lovely Pope. 
Each bloſſom that blows on the trees, 
Each flower that paints the green ſlope, 
Front her {miles ſtole its power to ond, 


And its bloom from the cheek of my Pope. 


Her eyes like Olympus are blue, 
With Juno her treſſes may cope, 
The pencil of Reynolds ne'er drew 
A form ſo celeſtial as Pope. 


Let the Prelate who hears my love's name 
In relicion's dark myſteries grope, 

His indvigencies all I diſclaim, 5 
For indulgence to kiſs Charlotte Pope. 


Tho' her virtue ſhould bid me deſpair, 
Yet her kindneſs ſoft whiſpers me, hope; 
And the Mric whiſpers louder, ne'er ſpare 
Chaſte endeavours to win lovely Pope. 
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See ſhe comes like the Spring full of charms, 
To crown with Se my hope; 


Peace and plenty ſhe brings to my arms, 
O my dcar, * divine Charlotte Pope. 


THE DOCTORS. 
AIR—THE Ir15H HUNT. 


YE wives, ye widows and dd rejoice, 
Proclaim a thankſgiving with heart and with voice 
Since waters were waters, I dare boldly ſay, 

You ne'er had more caule for a thankſgiving day. 
For from London town there is lately come down | 
Some able Phyſicians as ever wore gown; | 
Their phyſic is pleaſing, tho? their doſes are large, 
And you may be cur without danger or — 


No bots: emetic, no purge nor no pill, 
Which ſometimes does cure, but oftener does kill; 
Your taſte or your palate need ne'er be diſpleas'd, 
1 pray be advis'd, and buy one of theſe. 
They have a ſweet drug which they call the cloſe hug, 
»Twill mend your complexion and make * loo o 
ſmu 
*Tis a foverelen balſam when _ ely apply” d, 
Tho' they probe to the heart yet the patient ne'er dies, 


In the morning you need not be robb'd of your reſt, 

For in your warm beds this phy ſic works beſt : 

What tho” in the taking ſome ſtirring? s requir'd, 

The motion's ſo pleaſing ou ne'er can be tir'd. 

On your backs you mult lie, with your bodies rais'd 

high, | 

And one of. us Doctors muſt always be by, 

Who will be ready to cover you warm, 

For if you take cold our ard does harm. * 
u 


d 
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But before our wiſe Doctors will give their direction, 
They always conſider their patient's complexion z _ 
If ſhe has a moiſt palm or a red head of hair, 

She'll require more phyſic than one man can ſpare, 
If ſhe has a long noſe, the Lord above knows 

. How many large handfuls muſt go to a doſe. 

Ve fair ones who have ſuch ill ſymptoms as theſe, 
In honour and juſtice ſhould pay double fees, 


So now let us give to our Doctors due praiſe, 
Who to all ſorts of females their favours convey: 
To the ugly in pity ſome {kill ſhould be ſnewn, 

5 As for the pretty they're cur'd for their own. 
On your ſilver and gold they will not lay hold, 
For what comes ſo freely they ſcorn ſhould be ſold, 
My brothers join with me and heartily pray, 
That the ſtrength of our pliyſic may never decay. 


THE JUDICIOUS BACCHANAL,. 


WY HILE the bottle to humour and ſocial delight 
Has the ſmalleſt appearance to tend, 8 
'» | Facetiouſly keep up the laugh of the night, 
4 And enliven the mind of a friend, 
= My brave boys. 


* & © let me enjoy it, ye bountiful powers, 
That my time may deliciouſly paſs ; TW 
And ſhould care ever think to intrude on my hours, 
Knock the haggard ſtrait down with a glaſs, _ 
£ | My brave boys. 


[ But if from a rational feaſt of the ſenſe 
Should prudence be fatally ſtole, 
And folly debate, or contention commence, 
From too great an expanſion of ſoul, 
: | , My brave boys. 


Should the man 1 th, or the friend of n my _— | 
In the i feel nought but the rod, _ 
2; Should I turn ſweet religion to laughter or jel 

„ And daringly ſport with my God, 

1 © My brave boys. 


f ' 1 — 
# 


| From my lips daſh the poiſon, O merciful fate, 
| WMhere the madneſs or blaſphemy hung, 
And may every accent which virtue ſhould hate 
Parch up my moſt infamous tongue, 
My brave boys. 


F rom my ſight let the curſe be eternally driv'n, , 

Where my reaſon unhappily ſtray'd, | | 

That no more I may offer an inſult to Heav' n, ” 1 
Or give any man cauſe to upbraid, 2, 

My brave — | 1 

\ 


A CONSTITUTIONAL SONG. 


Tux Ex- TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN. 


O Satan in Hell, where he ſat on his throne, p 
A few rebels from Britain preferr'd their petition, \ 
That he for his friends would Republicans own, 
And proclaim them his favourite Sons of Scdition. 8 
For this was their aim, 
Wherever they came, 
, To ſet all in confuſion, the world in a flame; 
And they begg'd he'd inſtr uct them how belt. to con- 
vey - 
Wealth, glory 'y, and freedom from Britain away. 


A 
V 
V 


My friends, Satan cries, you'r re all welcome to Hell, 
"Tis a jubilee here when the world is in trouble. 
1 Each demon rejoices when people rebel, 


377 when a King bleeds their tr zumph f is * 
a Har 


— . 
n Hark how Paris does ring! | | 
2 | Ca Ira how they ſing!  _ | 

Like them dip your hands in the blood of your King, 
Go join the Convention, you'll quickly convey l 14 
Wealth, glory, and freedom from Britain away. | 


Great Sir, they replied, we approve of your plan, 
Each virtue we'll baniſh, each truth we'll diſown 
With France, in her fury, well join hand in hand, 
Hurl our God from his temples, our King from his 
Then hack let us fly 


...____ On tranſports of joy, : A 
Till our friends Sans Culottes to help us draw nigh, | 
We'll join the Convention, we'll quickly convey 3 

Wealth, glory, and freedom from Britain away. 


Then Neptune roſe up on Britannia's fair ſtrand, 
And declar'd to repulſe them he'd readily join, 
Whilſt York and his heroes defeat them by land, 
The conqueſt at ſea ſhall be Hood's and be mine. 
Then let them draw near, | 
8 It ſoon will appear =: 
That Britons for ever are ſtrangers to fear, | 
They'll ſoon trim thoſe raſcals, who hope to convey 
on, Wealth, glory, and freedom from Britain away. 
n. Stern guſtice cried out, your plan, my friends, alter, 
Your arms never ſtain with ſo wretched a foe ; 
*Tis mine to diſpatch them, then ſhewing a halter, 
_ Cries, © inevitabilis reſtis, you know; 
e Then o'er each rebel's head 
| My halter I'll ſpread, _ 
And my ſons from their fury no miſchief ſhall dread, 
While a rope holds thoſe raſcals who ſtrive to convey 
Wealth, glory, and freedom from Britain away. - 


on- 


Then Britons ariſe, and without more delay 
Let each loyal ſoul put his hand to his glaſs. 
T4: | Here's 


Here's the King, may God bleſs him! amen! beys 
| huzza! | | | | 
Huzza 2 ! with three cheers let it 
V hilt thus we agree, 


e 


Let our ſong ever be, 


May Britons be loyal, united and free; 
May a rope hold each raſcal who ſtrives to convey 
Wealth, glory, and freedom from Britain away. 


paſs, 


THE DOUBLE ENTENDRE. 


 AIR—SWEET IF YOU LOVE ME, 


SWEET if you love me ſmiling turn, 


Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
Sweet, &c. 
Ah, let me take a thouſand ſips 
From thoſe dear balmy ruby lips, 
And gently ſlip into thy — 
Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
And let nie ſlip into thy favour. 


Pray now give o'er, you court in vain, 
Pray give o'er, pray give o'er, 
Pray now, % 
And yet ſo warm was every kiſs, 


An earneſt of ſuch future bliſs, 


I fear at laſt hel 
Pray be gone—pray now ſtay, 
I fear at laſt ell gain my favour, 


Thus let me preſs thee cloſe, my dear, 


Cloſe, my dear, cloſe, my dear, 
Thus let me, &c. 
Fie, now you make me bluſh, I ſwear, 
Fie for ſhame, fie for ſhame, 
Fie now, &c. | 


Ah do not frown upon me now, 


J feel I'm growing kind I vow. 


Since 


| ( 65 ) 
Since you this kind embrace allow, 
O dear, he has ſo mov'd me now. 
O let me lip into thy —-— 
I fear he'll flip into my 
_ Kiſs, my dear, | TORE Ea, 
Fie for * | 
And let me lip into thy favours, 
I tear he'll ſlip into my favour, 


THE INFLUENCE OP GOLD. 
AiR—THE BONNY GREY-EYED MORN» 0 


N money that ſeduces all mankind, | 

1 For that we tempt the ſeas and brave the wind; 
In city, court and country, that is the general cry, 

There's none but will be fold, if you can buy. 

The Parſon ſells you prayers, the Lawyer ſells you 

lies, | 

The Doctor ſells you death, he's a fool that buys; 

The pretty lady ſells her magic ring, BE 
The Stateſman ſells his country — his king. 


THE PAN D ER. 
Am —To THE HUNDREDS OF DRURY I WRITE, 
Y OUNG damſcls were formerly won 
By a pimp's application to mother, 


But the Quality ſaving are grown, 
One does the good office 2 t'other. 


At ombre, baſſet and quadrille, | | _ 
They care not what money _ ſquandery N 
Fet tho' they diſgorge the old pill, | A 

They grumble at paying the pander. = 
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WHAT WE LOVE, 
| A1R—THE GAMBSTER, 


1 Had thus enjoy 
A girl that is coy, - 
Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For though for a while 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, | 
Yet at length her fort is invaded, 


When then ſhe's poſleſs'd, | 
You doubly are bleſs'd, 
Tho' from pleaſure awhile you're confin* 11 
The heart is on fire 
With ardent deſire, 
*Tis the joy of a lover refin'd, 


The pleaſure's not full, 
= But excecdingly dull, 
When too willing a m: dam we find, 
I'd have her firſt frown, © | 
Her paſſion diſfown, 


And begin by degrees to be kind. 


SALLY IN THE ALLEY. 
; An- LAUDER. 
Or all the girls that are ſo ſmart, 
There's none like pretty Sally, 


She is the darling of my heart, 
And the lves in our alley. 


There 


(0 


T here is no lady in the land 

Is half ſo ſweet as Sally, 
| She is the darling of my heart, 
And ſhe lives in our alley. 


Her father he 2 cabbage nets, 
And thro' the ſtreets doth cry r 
Her mother ſhe ſells laces long 

To ſuch as pleaſe to buy them. 
Sure ſuch folks could ne'er beget 
So ſweet a girl!“ as Sally, 
N She, &c. 


When ſhe is by I leave my work, 
I love her ſo ſincerely; 

My maſter comes like any Turk, 
And bangs me moſt ſeverely. 
But let him bang his belly full, 
III bear it all for ens. 

She, &. 


Of all the days are in the week, 

I dearly love but one day, 

And that's the day that comes betwixt 

Ihe Saturday and Monday; | 
For then I'm dreſt in all my beſt 

To walk abroad with Sally, 
She, Kc. 


My 3 makes me go to church, 
And often am 1 blamed, 
Becauſe J leave him in the lurch 
As ſoon as text is named. 
I leave the church in ſermon time, 
And link away to Es 
She, &c. 
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Wen Chriſtmas comes about again, 


O then I ſhall have money, 
I'll hoard it up and box it all, 
And give it to my honey, 
I would it were ten thouſand pounds, 
I'd give it all to Sally, 
She is, &c. 


My maſter and the neighbours all 
Make game of me and Sally, 

And but for her I'd rather be 
A ſlave and row a galley. 


But when my ſeven long years are out, 


O then I'll marry Sally, 


O then we'll wed and then well bed, 


But not in our alley. 


GOD SAVE THE KING, 
WiTH AnDITIONS. 


6 ſave great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God ſave the King. 

Send him victorious, 

Happy and glorious, 


Long to reign over us. 


God fave the King. 


Some in this world there be 
Preaching equality 

+ T's every one.. 
May they ſee how abſurd 
Tis to apply that word, 
No mortal ever heard 


It could be done. 


bs 


2” 


RT 
_ the miſchievous plang 
Of baſe Republicans | 
Prove all in vain: 
May each behold his crime, 
May he repent in time, 
And from our King ſublime 
Pardon obtain. | 


Whilſt plenty here is found, 
May every voice around 
Gratefully ſing, |; 
Let them both great and ſmall 
Regard St. Peter's call“, 
And let us one and all 
Honour the King. 


— | — 0 a 


ONE WITH THE OTHER, 


MY deareſt Moll, come be not dull, 
But give me kind embraces, | 

Thou ſhalt have rings and other things, 
Fine ribbons and rich laces 
If you'll conſent to marry me, 
And let us do it over, | 
With a tip of the lip and a wriggle of the hip, 
Take a little of the one with the other. 


My deareſt duck, come let me pluck 
The red roſe of your virtue; 
I ſwear I will not run you through, 
Or either will I hurt you; 

But do as your own daddy did 
At the time he wed your mother, 3 
With a tip of the lip and a wriggle of the hip, 

Take a little of the one with the other 


J love a girl, I muſt confeſs, 
To me ſhe is better than cloathing, 


And when I get her on my knee 


A kiſs is next to nothing, 


With a little more drink, and a little more chink, 


And a little'of the fits of the mother, 


We have no more to do, but we'll ſet too, 


Take a little of the one with the other. 


T like a hawk, I like a hound, 
J like a handſome gelding ; 


I love to fit and to chat a bit 


With a girl that's kind and willing; 
J love to fit and to chat a bit | 
With a girl, as an own dear mother, 


To play with the ring, and the other little thing, 


Take a little of the one with the other. 


THOUGHTS ON MAN, 


CO OD of our fathers, what is man, 

% So proud, ſo vain, ſo great in ſtory? 

His fame a blaſt, his life a ſpan, [EY 
A bubble at the height of glory. 

Oft he that's moſt exalted high _ 

Unſeemly falls in human eye, 
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CONSOLATION, 4 K 
Amuſements at Paris „ 
Charlotte Dillon jo > 
The Flaſhy Blowing - 

The Unwelcome Viſitor | — 
The Mock Patriot > 

Puck and Apollg Blades - 
Modern Choice «ont: 
The Scribes | n 
Lucy Robinſon — - 
The Nuptial Night 
Daughters of Har uy: OM 
The Weed - 
'The Drunken Daughter * > 
A Naval Song | - — 
The Farmer's Viſit = 
To-morrow | — - 
Pads and Shoe Strings. - — 
Black Eyed Nan - 
The Lamentation of a Kiddy = 
Sons of the Drama 

The Intrepid Mariner „ 
The Influence of Love — 
Characters — — 

A Paſtoral - - & 
The Stratford Convivials | — 
Britiſh Valour ” "i OY 
The Faſt 45 © Het Tha 
The, High Minded Soldier 1 
The Miniſter - > 0: 
Cerberus a Lawyer - 
Four Wives - BEI 
No Prieſtcraft o * 
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en f he Judicious EBakchanal 
2 Conſtitutional Song 
The Double Entendre 
The Influence of Gold 
The Pander — 


What We Lore 


Sally in the All 
= Save the . | 

One with the other 

Thoughts on Win 
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